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of the Police, who wished to know what his connection was
with foreign Bolsheviks and revolutionaries! This leads
me to reflect that it is perhaps kinder and more prudent
for one's friends' sakes not to mix them if one has a great
variety.
The wretched little boat that conveyed us to Reval was so
overcrowded that we could get no berths, but the captain
most courteously placed a large saloon—which could be ill
spared—at our disposal. The passengers looked at us
curiously. There were little groups of international com-
munists who surrounded Kameneff like a kind of body-
guard ; there were journalists and traders, some who hoped
to get into Russia, others who asked me to intercede with
Kameneff on their behalf.
It is surprising how clear in my memory are the details of
that journey. We got to know everyone on board pretty well,
for the steamer, naturally slow, was delayed by storms.
We were obliged to put into Hango, on the Finnish coast.
At sunset two or three days after we started (or it seemed so,
but one had lost all track of time) we steamed into Reval har-
bour. There were pointed towers and the sound of deep
mellow bells.
We were met by a motor (the only motor) and by Kameneff's
young son, as well as a Red Army soldier, and two small children
belonging to the Soviet representative, and these took up so
much room it was difficult to fit in the luggage. We drove
through the narrow streets with the Red Army soldier hanging
on to the footboard on one side and Kameneff's boy on the
other, and unloaded ourselws at a hotel which had been con-
verted into Soviet headquarters. The hotel was grim, dark
and unutterably dirty, paper peeling off the walls, bare wooden
floors. Enlarged prints of Lenin and Trotzki hung on the walls,
which represented these heroes in the most unprepossessing
way possible. The unknown tongue was jabbered all round
me. I shook innumerable outstretched hands, Kameneff
seemed to be engaged in a momentous council, but it turned
out to be merely a discussion as to where we should have
supper. Finally we were led to the bed-living room of some
" comrade " whose wife boiled a samovar and prepared food

